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STATE DUNCES. 


Hile cringing Crowds at faitbleſs Levees wait, 
Fond tobe Fools of Fame, or Slaves of Stite, 

And others, ſtudious to encreaſe their Store, | 
Plough the rough Ocean for Peruvian Ore; 
How bleſt thy Fate whom calmer Hours attend, 
Peace thy Companion, Fame thy faithful Friend; 
N While in thy Twick'nham Bowers de void of Care, 
: You feaſt the Fancy and enchant the Ear, 
f Thames gently rolls her ſilver Tide along, 

And the charm'd Naiades liſten to thy Song. 

Here peaceful paſs the gentle Hours away, 

While tuneful Science meaſures out the Day 

Here happy Bard, as various Fancies lead, 

Y ou paint the blooming Maid, or flow'ry Mead! 
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Sound the rough Clangour of tumultuous War, ® 


Or Sing the raviſh d Iendrils of the Fair! 5 

Now melting move the tender Tear to flow, 

And wake our Sighs with Eloi/a's woe, || 

But chief to Dulneſs ever Foe deereed, 

The Apes of Science with thy Satire bleed; + 
P—r5, Poets, Panders, mingle in the Throng, 
Smart with thy Touch, and tremble at thy Song. 


Yet vain, O Pope! is all thy ſharpeſt Rage, 
Still ſtarv Jing Dunces perſecute the Age; 
Faithful to Folly, or enrag'd with Spite, 
Still taſteleſs Timons build, and Tibbalds write; 
+ + Still Welſtead tunes his Beer-inſpic'd Lays, 
And Ralph, in Metre, howis forth Sranhope's Praiſe: 


* Homer. & Rape of the Lock, || Eloiſa to Abelard. 
+ Dunciad, ** Epiſtles, 


++ Still Welſtead,] Two Authors, remarkable for no- 
And Ralph, thing ſo much as the Figure they 
make in the Dunciad; where Mr. Pope has condeſcendedto 
drag them from Obſcurity, and damn them with Immor- 
tality; yet they have both ventur'd out in Print ſince they 
were enter'd Dunces on Record; the one in a few bad Ver- 
ſes againſt Mr. Pope's Taſte, the other in a dull Epiſtle to 
Lord Cheſter el; but both theſe Pieces areas entirely loſt 
to Fameand Memory, as their Authors are toModeſty and 
Common Scale, 
5 Ah! 


Cp 
Ah! hapleſs Victim tothe Poet's Flame, 
While his Eulogiums crucify thy Fame. 


Shall embrio Wits thy ſtudious Hours engage, 
Live in thy Labours, and prophane thy Page; 
While Virtue, ever- lov d, demands thy Lays, 
And claims the tuneful Tribute of thy Praiſe; 
Can Pope be ſilent, and not grateful lend, 

One Strain to ſing the Patriot, and the Friend; 
Who nobly anxious in his Country's Cauſe, 
Maintainz her Honours, and defends her Laws: 
Could I my Bard but equal Numbers raiſe, 
Then would I ſing for oh! I burſt to praiſe: 
Sing how 3 Pulteney charms the liſf ning Throng, 
While Senates hang enraptur'd on his Tongue; 
With Tuliy's Fire how each Oration glows, 

In Tully's Muſick, how each Period flows; 
Inſtruct each Babe to liſp the Patriot's Name, 
Who in each Boſom breathesa Roman Flame, 


So when the Genius of the Roman Age 
Stem'd the ſtrong Torrent of tyrannic Rage, 
In Freedom's Cauſe each glowing Breaſt hẽ warm d, 
And like a Pulteney, then a Brutus charm d. 
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How bleſt, while we a Britiſh Brutus ſee; 
And all the Roman ſtand confeſt in Thee! 
Equal thy Worth, but equal were thy Doom, 
To fave Britannia as he reſcu'd Rome; | 
He froma T-rquiz ſnatch'd the deſtin'd Prey, 


Britannia ſtill laments a7 s Sway. 


Ariſe my tuneſul Bard, nor thus in vain 


Let thy Britannia, whom thou lov'ſt, complain: 


If Thou in moanful Lays relate her Woe, 

Each Heart ſhall bleed, each Eye with Pity flow: 
If to Revenge you {well the ſounding Strain, 
Revenge and Fury fire each Britiſh Swain: 
Obſequious to thy Verſe each Breaſt ſhall move, 
Or burn with Rage, or ſoften into Love, 


O let Britannia be her Poet's Care , 
AndIaſh the Spoiler, while you ſave the Fair. 
Lo! where he ſtands, amidſt the ſervile Crew; 
Nor Bluſhes ſtain his Cheek with crimſon Hue, 
While dire Corruption all arbund he ipreads, 
And e'ry ductile Conſcience captive leads: 
Brib'd by his Boons, behold the veral Band, 
Worſhip the Idel they could once command 


So 
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80 Britain's now, as Fudah's Sons before, 
Firſt raiſe a GOLDEN CALF, and then adore, 


Let dull Parnaſſan Sons of Rhime, no more 
Provoke thy Satire, and employ thy Power; 
New Objects riſe to ſhare an equal Fate, 
The big, rich, mighty, Dunces of the State. 
Shall Ralph, Cooke, Welftead, then engroſs thy Rage, 
While Courts afford a H, 1, or G; 
Dulneſs no more rooſts only near the Sky, 
But Senates, Drawing- rooms, with Garrets vye; 
Plump P rs, and breadleſs Bards, alike are dull, 
St. James's and Rag-F air, club Fool for Fool. 


Amidſt the mighty Dull, behold how great 
An Appius ſwells the Tibbald of the State; 
Long had he ſtrove to ſpread his lawleſs Sway 
O'er Britain's Sons, and force them to obey ; 
But blaſted all his blooming Hopes, he flies 
To vent his Woe, and mourn his loſt Ex —ſe. 


Penſive he fat, and figh'd, while round him lay 
Loads of dull Lumber, all inſpird by Pay: 


Here, puny Pamphlets, ſpun from Prelates Brains; 
There, the ſmooth Jingle of Cook's lighter Strains; 
Here Walſ:ngham's ſoft lulling Opiates ſpread ; 
There gloomy Osburn's Quinteſſence of Lead: 
With theſe the Stateſman ſtrove to caſe his Care, 


To ſooth his Sorrows, and divert Deſpair ; 
But long bis Gricf Sleep's gentle Aid denies, 


At length a ſlumbrous Briton clos'd his Eyes, 


Yet vain the healing Balm of downy Reſt, 
To chaſe his Woe, or eaſe his labouring Breaſt 
Now frightful Forms riſe hideous to his View, 
More, Strafford, Laud, and all the leadleſs Crew 3 


Daggers and Halters boding, Terror breeds, 
And here a Dudley ſwings, there Villars bleeds. 


New Goddeſs Dulneſs, watchful o'er his Fate, 
And ever anxious for her Child of State, 


From Couch of Down, ſlow rais'd her drowſy Head, 


Forſook her Slumbers, and to Appius ſped. 


Awake, my Son, Awake, the Goddeſs cries, 
Nor longer mourn thy darling loſt Ex · ſe ; 


(Here the fad Sound unſcal'd the Stateſman's Eyes) 
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hy ſlumbers thus my Son, oppreſt with Care, 
While Dulneſ rules, ſay, ſhall her Sons deſpair IE 
O'reall I fpread my univerſal Sway, 
K gs, Pr —tts, P-—rs, and Rulers all obey 3 
Lo! in the Church my mighty Power I ſhew, | 
In Pulpit preach, and lumber inthe Pew; 
The Benchand Bar alike my Influenceowns, 
Here prate my Magpies, and there doze my Drones. 
In the grave Dons, how formal is my Mien, 
Who rule the Gallipots of Varwicł Lans: 
At Court behold me ſtrut in Purple Pride, 
At Hockley roar, and in Crane-Court preſide. 
But Chief in Thee, my mighty Power is ſceng 
"Tis I inſpire thy Mind, and fill thy Mien; 
On Thee, my Child, my duller Bleſſings ſhed, 
And pour my Opium o'er thy favourite Head; 
Rais'd Thee a Ruler ot Britannia's Fate, 
And led Thee blundering to the Helm of State, 


Here bow d the Stateſman low, and this addreſt; 
O Goddeſs, ſole Inſpirer of my Breaſt! 
To gall the Britiſh Neck with Gallic Chain, 
Long have! ſtrove, but long have ſtrove in vain z 
B 
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While Caleb, Rebel to thy ſacred Power, 
Unveils thoſe gyes which Thou had'ſt curtain d o'er ; 
| Makes Britain's Sons my dark Deſigns foreſee, 
Blaſt all my Schemes, and ſtruggle to be free. 
O had my Projects met a milder Fate, 
How had I reign'd a Baſhaw of the State! 
How o'er Britannia ſpread m' imperial Sway, 


How taught each free-born Briton to obey! 

No ſmiling Freedom then had chear'd her Swains, 

But Aſia's Defarts vy'd with Albion's Plains: | 

Turks, Vandals, Britain! then compar'd with Thee, 
Had hugg'd their Chains, and joy'd that they were free; 
While wond'ring Nations all around had ſeen 

Me riſe a Great Mogull, or Mazarin: 

Then had I taught Britannia to adore, 

Then led her Captive to my lawleſs Power, 
Methinks I view her now no more appear 

Firſt in the Train, and Faireſt *midſt the Fair; 

Joyleſs I ſee the lovely Mournerlye, 

Nor glow her Check, nor ſparkle now her Eye; 
Faded each Grace, no ſmiling Feature warm 

Torn all ber Treſſes, blighted ey'ry Charm 

Nor teeming Plenty now each Valley crowns, 


Slaves arc her Sons, and #radele/s all her Towns. 


For 


rn ˙·¹L ˙»»ͤ 


(9) 
For this, behold yon peaceful Army fed; 
For this, on Senates fee my Bounty ſhed; 
For this, what Wonders, Goddeſs, have wrought ' 
How bully'd, beg'd, how treated, and how fought! 
What wand'ring Maze of Error blunder'dhro), 
And how repair d old Blunders ſtill by new! 
Hence the long Train of never-ending Jars 
Of warful Peaces, and of peaceful Wars, 
Each myſtic Treaty of the mighty Store, 
Which to explain, demands ten Treaties more: 
Hence Scare-crow Navies, floating Raree-Shows, 
And hence 1beria's Pride, and Britain's Woes. 


Theſe wondrous Works, O Goddels, have I done, 
Works ever worthy Dulneſs fav'rite Son, 


: Lo! on thy Sons alone my Favours ſhower, 

: None ſhare my Bounty that diſdain thy Power: 

7 Yon, Feathers, Ribbons, Titles light as Air, 
Behold thy choiceſt Children only ſhare ; 
Each views the Pageant with admiring Eyes, 
And fondly graſps the viſionary Prizes 
Now proudly ſpreads his Leading-ſtring of State, 
And thinks to be a Myetch is to be Gyear, 
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T he darling Leaders of thy gloomy Crew. 


Full open-mouth'd N 


be there behold, 


Aping a Tully, ſwell into a Scold, 

: Grievous to mortal Ear; | 
W here loud-tongu'd Virgins vend the ſcaly Race, 
FP pr Peals of vocal Thunder fill the Skies, 


As at the place 


And ſtunning Squnds in hideous Diſcord riſe; 
So when he tries the wondrous Power of Noiſe, 
Each hapleſs Ear's a victim to his Voice. 


How bleſt, O Cheſelden! whoſe Art can mend, 


Thoſe Ears N : was ordain d to rend. 


See H=—— 7 ſecure in ſilence ſit, 
No empty Words betray his Want of Wit; 
If Senſe in hiding Folly is expreſs'd, 
OH n, thy Wiſdom ſtands confeſs d. 


To Dulneſs ſacred Cauſe for ever true, 
Thy darling Caledonian, Goddeſs, view, 
The Pride and Glory of thy Scotias Plains, 
And faithful Leader of her venal Swains, 


But turn, 0 4 turn > Eyes andy view 


Loaded 
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Loaded he Moves, beneath a ſervile Weight, 
The dull laborious Packhorſe of the State; 
| Drudges through Tracks of Infamy for Pay, 
And hacknies out his Conſcience by the Day: 
Yonder behold the buſy peerle/5 Peer, 
With Aſpect meagre and important Air; 
His Form how gothic, and his Looks bow fage! 
He ſeems the living Plato of the Age. 
Bleſt Form! in which alone thy Merit's ſeen, 
Since all thy Wiſdomeenters in thy Mien! 


Here E. 41. (tor Senates fit) 


And Wa——— the Wiſe in Council ſit, 
Here looby G. 2, G, ever dull, 
By Birth a Senator, by Fate a F 21. 


While theſe, Britannia, watchful o'er thy State, 
Maintain thine Honours, and direct thY Fate, 
How ſhall admiring Nations round adore, 
Behold thy Greatneſs, tremble at thy PoWi; 
How Shebas come, invited by thy Fame, 
Revere thy Wiſaom, and extol thy Name. 


Lo! to yon Bench now, Goddeſs, turn thine Eyes, 
And view thy Sons in ſolemn Dulaeſs riſe, 
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All doating, wrinkled, grave, and gloomy, ſee 
Eaci, Fo: m contels thy dull Divinity; 
True to thy Cauſe behold each trenchar d Sage 
Increas'd in Folly as advanc d in Age: | 
Here Ch r, learn'd-in myſtic Propheey, 
Confuting Collins, makes each Prophet lie: 
Poor Moolſton by thy Smallörook there aſſail'd, 
Goals ſure convinc'd kim, tho' the Prelate fail d. 


But chief Paſtorius, ever grave and dull, 


Devoid of Senſe, of Teal divinely full, 
Retails his Squibs ot Science o'er the Town, 


While Charges, Paſtorals, thro' each Street reſound, 
Theſe teach a heay'nly Jeſus to obey; 
While thoſe maintain an carthly Appius Sway. 
Thy Goipel Truth, Paſtorius, croſt we ſee, * 
While God and Mammon's ſerv'd at once by Thee, 


Who would not trim, ſpeak, vote, orConſcience pawn, 
To lord it o'er a See, and ſwell in Lawn? i 
If Arts like theſe, OSI, Honours claim, 
Than Thee none merits more the Prelate's Name: 


* A Prelate noted for writing Spiritual Paſtqrals and 
Temporal Charges; in the one he endeavours to ſerve the 
Cauſe of Chriſtianity, in the other the Mammon of 2 


Miniſtry, aa 
Wond'ring 
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Wond'ring behold him faithful to his Fee, 
Prove Parliaments dependent to be free; | 
In Senates blunder, flounder, and diſpute, 
For ever reas ning, never to confute, 
Since Courts for this their fated Gifts decree, 
Say what is Reputation to a See. 


Lo! o'er yon Flood H- e caſts his low'ring Eyes, 
And wiſhful ſees the reverend Turrets riſe, | 
While Lambeth opens to thy longing View, 
Hapleſs! the Mitre ne er can bind thy Brow : 
Tho' Courts ſhould deign the Gitt, how, wondrous hard 
By thy own Doctrines ſtill to be debar'd; 
For if from Change * ſuch mighty Evil ſprings, 
Tranſlations ſure, OH- -e! are ſinful Things, 


Theſe Rulers ſee, and nameleſs Numbers more, 
© Goddeſs, of thy Train the choiceft Store, 
Who Ignorancein Gravity entrench, 
And grace alike the Pulpit and the Bench. 
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Full plac'd and penſion d ſee H- r--- o ſtands, 
Begrim'd his Face, unpurify'd his Hands; 
A noted Sermon preached on the 3 oth of Januzry on 
this Text, Woe be unte them that are given to Change, &c. 
Ts 
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To Decency he ſcorns all nice pretence; 

And reigns firm Foe to Cleanlineſs and Senſe, 
How did H- BxiTAIN's Cauie advance! 

How ſhine the Sl ven and Buffoon of France, 

In Senates now, how ſcoid, how rave, how roar, 
Of Treaties Tui cu tedious train-trow o'er? 
How dlunder out whate'er ſnould be conceal'd, 
And how keep ſecret what ſhouid be reveal'd! 
True Child of D&/ne/5! ſee him, Goddeſs, claim 
Pow'r next myſelf, as next in Birth and Fame. 


Silence! ye Senates, while enribon'd .. e 
Pours for th melodious Nothings from his Tongue! 


How ſweet the Accents play around the Ear, 
Form'd of ſmooth Periods, and of well-turn'd Air! 
Leave, gentle e, the Senate's dry Debate, 

Nor labour midſt the Laybrinths of State; 

Suit thy ſoft Genius to more tender Themes, 


And fing of cooling Shades, and pur'ing Streams; 
With modern Sing-ſong murder ancient Plays, * 
Or warble in ſweet Ode a Brunſwick's Praiſe: 


* This Gentleman, with the Aſſiſtance of Rocme, Con- 
aanen, and ſeveral others, committed a barbarous Murder 
on the Body of an old Comedy, by turning it into a mo- 
dern Ballad Opera; which 95 exhibited on the 
Stage, before it was thought neceſſary to be contracted 
into one Act. As this is the only living Inſtance ot the 
ſurprizing Genius and Abilities of theſe Wits, I could not 
fortcar mentioning it. 


Se 
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So ſhall thy Strains in purer Dulneſaflow, 
And Laurels wither on a C-bb-r's Brow, 

Say, can the Stateſman weild the Poet's Quill, 
And quit the Senate,for Parnaſſus Hill; 

Since there no venal Vote a Penſion ſnares, 


Nor wants Apollo Lords Commiſſioners, 


There W. and P , Goddeſs, view, 
Firm in thy Cauſe, and to thy Appius true; 
Lo! from their Labours what Reward betides ! 
One pays my Army, one my Navy guides, 


To dance, dreſs, fing, and ſerenade the Fair, 
Conduct a Finger, or reclaim a Hair, 
O'er baleful Tea with Females taught to blame, 
And ſpread a Slander o'er each Virgin's Fame; 
Form d for theſe ſofter Arts, ſhall H ſtrain, 
With ſtubborn Politicks his tender Brain 


For Miniſters laborious Pamphlets write, 
In Senates prattle, and with Patriots fight! 
Thy fond Ambition, pretty Youth, give o'er, 
Prefide at Balls, old Faſhions loſt reſtore 
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So ſhall each Tollet in thy Caule engage, 
And H ſhine a Pre of the Age. 


Behold a Star emblazon G1 Coat, 

Not that the Knight has Merit, but a Vote. 

And here, O Goddeſs, numerous Wrongheads trace; 
Lur'd by a Penſion, Ribbon, or a Place. | 


To murder Science, and my Cauſe defend, 
Now Shoals of Grubſtreet Garretcersdefcend 5 
From Schools and Desłs the writing Inſects crawl, 
Unlade their Dulneſs, and for Appius bawl. 


| Lo! to thy darling Osborne turn thine Eyes, 
See him o'er Politicks ſuperior riſe ; 
While Caleb feels the Venom of his Quill, 
And wond'ring Miniſters reward his Skil 
Unlearn'd in Logic, yet he writes by Rule, 
And proves himſelf in Syllogiſm-— Fool; 
Now flies obtdient, War with Senſe to wage, 0 
And drags th' Idea thro the painful Page: 
Umead, unanſwer'd, ſtill he writes again, 
Still ſpins the endleſs Cob web of his Brain; 
| Charm'd 


1 
Charm d with each Line, reviewing whathe writ; 
Bleſſes his Stars, and wonders at his Wit. | 


Norleſs, O Walſingham, thy Wörth appears! 

Alike in Merit, the' ualike in Years: 

111-fated Youth ! what Stars malignant ſhed 

Their baneful Influence oer thy brainleſꝭ Head, 
Doom d to be ever writing, never read! 

For Bread to libel Liberty and Senſe, 

And damn thy Patron weekly with Defence, 
Drench'd in the fable Flood, O had'ſt thou ſtill, 
O'er Skins of Parchment drove thy venal Quill, 
At Temple Ale-Houſe told an idle Tale, 

And pawn'd thy Credit for a Mug of Ale; 
Vaknown to Appius then had been thy Name, 
Unlac'd thy Coat, unſacrific d his Fame; | 
Nor vaſt unvended Reams would Peele deplore, 
As victims deſtin'd to the Common · Shore. 
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: As Dunce to Dunee in endleſs Numbers breed, 
So to Concanen lee a Ralph ſucceed, 
Atiny Witling of theſe Writing Days, 
Full fam'd for tuneleſs Rhimes, and ſhort-liv'd Plays, 
Wiite 
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Write on, my Iuckle/s Bard, ſtill unaſham'd, 
Tho burnt thy Journals, and thy Dramas damn'd; 
'Tis Bread inſpires thy Politicks and Lays, 

Not Thirſt of Immortality or Praiſe. 


Theſe, Goddeſs, view, the choiceſt of the Train, 
- While yet unnumber'd Dunces ſtill remain, 
Deans, Critics, Lawyers, Bards, a motley Crew, 
To Dulneſs taithful, as to Appius true, 


Enough, the Goddeſs cries, Enough I've ſeen; 


While theſe ſupport, ſecure my Son ſhall reign, 
Still ſhalt thou blund'ring rule Britannia's Fate, 


Still Grub. ſtreet hail Thee Miniſter of State. 


— — . 


